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Grandma Higgins 


There were happy sounds of Christ- 
mas outside. But inside was quiet and dark. 
The only light came from the glow of a 
gas fire just bright enough to reveal the 
form of Grandma Higgins sitting on a 
straightbacked chair, huddled over the fire. 

It was going to be a lonely Christmas, she 
knew. Her husband had died years ago. 
And now her only remaining son was in 
the hospital with a strange disease. Soon 
he would be gone, too, and then she would 
be alone. 

Sometimes she got out to church, but not 
very often nowadays. And sometimes the 
church folk would drop in for a visit. But 
only once in a while. The younger folks 
didn’t have much time for old grandmas. 
Well, she’d be gone, too, before long, and 
no doubt it would be all for the best. 
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Her eyes grew weary, staring into the 
fire, and her head began to nod. 

At that very moment, in a house three 
miles away, a group of Pathfinders were 
assembling. They were talking gaily of 
parties and Christmas trees and presents. 

Then their counselor held up an empty 
cardboard box. “As you know,” she began, 
“Jesus said that when we are kind to the 
poor it is the same as being kind to Him. 
I’ve been thinking about Grandma Higgins 





She didn’t have a chance to say more. 
“Sure, we'll take her something!” “Let’s 
fill the box till it overflows!” Everyone was 
talking at once! 

Some, who didn’t live far away, ran 
home for food. And the Dorcas leader let 
them have a lot of cans the Dorcas Society 
had been collecting for just such projects. 
Soon the box was overflowing. 

The noise of children laughing in the 
street aroused Grandma Higgins. 

“They must be going to a party,” she 
thought. 

The laughter was coming closer. And 
then there was a loud knocking on her 
door. 

“They must have come to the wrong 
house by mistake,” she reasoned. “I’d better 
go and tell them, so they won’t waste time 
here and be late for the party.” 

Stiffly she arose, and hobbled to the door. 
Slowly she opened it. 

“Merry Christmas, Grandma Higgins,” 
the crowd of children shouted. “We've 
brought you something.” 

And before the amazed old lady knew 
what was happening, the Pathfinders were 
trooping into the house, tugging a box 
piled high with good things. 

Grandma didn’t know what to say— 
which was all right, for she didn’t have a 
chance to say it! For in a moment the Path- 
finders were singing carols, and then the 
counselor offered a beautiful prayer. 

She stood at the door a long time after 
they had gone. “Please, God,” she whis- 
pered, “bless all those dear, kind children.” 

Slowly she closed the door and went back 
to the fire. But she wasn’t lonely any more. 


Your friend, 


a Wore 
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Her aunt took everything from her 


except her Bible and toothbrush. 





SHUT OUT OF HOME 


By FORDYCE W. DETAMORE 


TN peso and again Nita refused. She did 
the housework in a little Adventist 
apartment in Manila. She was quiet and 
faithful about her work but she simply 
would not come to any of the evangelistic 
meetings at the auditorium on Taft Avenue. 
I asked her, and other young people begged 
her to attend. But stubbornly she resisted 
our invitation. 

Finally one Sunday night she went, but 
only on Sunday nights would she go. That 


was enough religion for her. She still went 
to her own church early every Sunday morn- 
ing for mass. She did not want to attend too 
many Protestant meetings. In fact, the priest 
forbade her to go at all. 

One day when I visited the apartment 
unexpectedly, I found Nita sitting at the 
desk reading the Bible. Her face colored 
up in fear, and she pleaded, “Oh, please for- 
give me. I should never have read your Bible 
without your permission.” To page 16 


Yelling and screaming, the aunt threw Nita’s things out into the yard and slammed the door. 
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CHAPTER 3: THE SHADOW FALLS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Furaha shouldn’t have been a girl. Her father, Karuru, 
had paid the witch doctor several cows to make 
sure the spirits would send a boy. When she came, 
she was a girl, and her mother, Mnara, had almost 
fed her to the hyenas the night she was born. But 
in spite of it, both parents had learned to love her, 
and had named her Furaha, meaning happiness. Then 
a stranger had come while Karuru was out. He said 
he was Raphaeli, the Christian evangelist. He had 
prayed at the door of their home, to the Great Spirit. 
Karuru was sure the _— would be angrier than 


ever, and a curse would surely fall. 
A CHILL of terror went through Mnara! 
Could it be? Yes! A tooth was coming 
through, and not on the lower gum first 
as is the case with every proper African child, 
but on the wpper gum! The young mother 
felt weak and dizzy. How could such a 
thing happen to her fat little Furaha? 

It was unbelievable, yet it was true! She 
ran her finger over the gums in the little 
girl’s mouth again. There it was, a sharp 
little point, not yet in sight, but there as 
sure as could be! 

Mnara had been hoeing corn in the gar- 


den. All the villagers had their gardens to- 
gether. Each family had a small plot to culti- 


vate. The corn was tall and green and Mnara 
expected a good crop; indeed, she was very 
proud of her garden. Working in it did not 
seem hard, for the corn would provide posho, 
a stiff African porridge, for Furaha. The little 
girl had grown fat and was truly a very 
beautiful and intelligent child. Even Karuru 
was openly proud of her to the wonder of 
Mnara and the astonishment of his neigh- 
bors. Mnara’s happiness had been deep, and 
had shown through in everything she did. 
She had been hoeing for an hour or more 
with Furaha tied to her back. Reaching the 
end of a row, she had paused to rest and 
nurse her child. She had been sitting in the 
soft cool earth when she made the tragic 
discovery. 


Among her people nothing that could 
happen to a child was more serious. True, 
twins were considered a very bad omen, and 
the babies were usually strangled or left on 
a cliff to die; but such babies were disposed 
of immediately after birth. Tooth trouble 
took the child away when it was fat and 
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lovable. If there was anything displeasing 
to the spirits, it was for a child to cut its first 
tooth on the upper gum. No such child 
should be allowed to live! A curse would 
be brought on the entire tribe. 

With trembling hands Mnara tied Furaha 
to her back and returned to her hut. She 
closed the door behind her, shutting out 
the light and any neighbors that might stop 
by. Sitting down in the darkness, she put 
her head on her knees and cried. Great ago- 
nizing sobs convulsed her body. Furaha 
crawled about on the floor of the hut, be- 
wildered at her mother’s unusual behavior. 

Mnara had not cried since the night of 
Furaha’s birth. She had shed tears on that 
night, but they had been silent, bitter tears, 
tears of disappointment and wounded pride. 
This time the tears were borne of heart- 
breaking anguish. It seemed that her heart 
was being torn out of her body. 

Then a wonderful idea came to her. She 
seized little Furaha and felt her lower gum. 
There was no tooth near the surface, but 
she thought that by rubbing it she might 
find one somewhere. The baby objected to 
this kind of treatment, but the frantic mother 


rubbed until the little gums bled. It was 
no use. There was no tooth anywhere near 
the surface. And the tooth on the upper 
gum was almost through. 

Taking the babe in her arms, the heart- 
broken woman lay on her mat. All her 
strength was gone. She felt that she must 
die. Life for her had no meaning. Her breath 
came in quick, painful gasps. She pressed 
the little child close to her heart and lay 
in a troubled stupor. 

When Karuru returned to the hut Mnara 
was not in it. She was behind the hut pound- 
ing the evening rice as usual. He did not 
have to look twice at her to know that 
something was troubling her. She could 
hardly bring the mortar down on the grain. 
Her eyes were red and had lost their sparkle. 

“What is the trouble?” asked the wonder- 
ing husband. “Do you have the fever? You 
look very bad.” 

“I am ill,” replied the unhappy woman. 
“Perhaps I will feel better later.” She could 
not tell him now. The tooth was still out 
of sight. 

The young husband was disturbed by his 

To page 19 


Mnara was holding the baby close to her and crying, “My baby, my baby! | saw her falling from the 
cliff!” Karuru, awakened by her sobs, put wood on the fire and asked, “What foolishness is this?” 
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LESTER QUADE, ARTIST 
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A CHRISTMAS STORY FROM CANADA 





IN THREE PARTS 


The Christmas Trees That Never Died 


By KEITH MOXON 





OTHER! It’s only eight days until 

Christmas,” said Mr. Cosgrove staring 
incredulously over the top of his newspaper 
at his wife, busily engaged in the kitchen. 
Mrs. Cosgrove paused in her candy making 
to close her eyes and sigh within herself. 
Each year it was the same. Weeks ago she 
had bought the presents and tucked them 
away. The cake had been made, the tree 
decorations checked. And now she was roll- 
ing little date balls in a mixture of coconut 
and chopped nuts, and they would go into 
the freezer with the other good things she 
had made. Eight days! She wondered how 
much would be accomplished toward their 
little Christmas party if she, too, had sud- 
denly become aware of Christmas so late. 
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“That's right,” she said. “We'll have to 
be thinking about getting the tree and the 
decorations.” 

“Fine tree it'll be if there are no presents 
under it! I'll have to get busy and buy some 
presents.” Mr. Cosgrove shook the wrinkles 
out of his paper, and settled back again. “I 
—er—suppose you have all yours—as usual.” 
(What would Christmas be without the 
wife, he thought. She has everything cut and 
dried when I'm just starting to think about 
it.) 

“You're getting better, my dear,” sallied 
his wife, over her shoulder. “Time was when 
it would be only two days before Christmas 
before you woke up.” 

“Well, at least you can always depend 
on me to get the tree.” 

“You may be robbed of that pleasure 
this year. The children say that they know 
where they can get one free.” 

“Oh,” Mr. Cosgrove lowered his paper 
again, rather quickly this time. “And where?” 
he said in a suspicious tone. 

“They said up in the hills somewhere.” 

“Those youngsters had better forget the 
idea of pilfering a tree from the forest up 
in the hills. The next thing we'll know, the 
Mounties will be phoning us to say they 
caught our offspring stealing trees off 
Crown property.” 

Mrs. Cosgrove paused in her work, and 
with a shade of anxiety in her voice said, 
“What's that? Aren’t you allowed to take 
trees from the forests any more? The Cur- 
ruthers’ always get theirs from up there.” 

“My dear, the government has decided to 
put an end to this helping-yourself-to-a- 

















Christmas-tree business, because at least ten 
thousand young trees were slashed down last 
year in the hills out of town. The pitiful 
thing is that people go out into the woods, 
cut a tree, and then coming out they see 
one they like better, and the first one is left 
to rot. The Mounted Police counted five 
thousand trees up in the hills last year, and 
that means that at least as many were taken 
out. I don’t blame them for getting tough.” 
Mr. Cosgrove shook the creases out of his 
paper again, energetically this time. “Well, 
when the children come home from school, 
I'll give them a penny lecture about it.” 
Then turning his wrist to look at his watch, 
he added, “Where are they anyway? They're 
late today.” 

At that moment, out on the highway, a 
battered 1937 Chevrolet was struggling 
along. At the wheel was a youth of eight- 
een, and packed into the front seat beside 
him were the Cosgrove children, Lionel and 
Priscilla. Art, the youth, was encouraging 
the car on a long, upward grade. “Come on, 
Emma,” he urged. “Get up there, old girl. 
You'll make it. Come on now. Up she goes.” 

For several miles now the occupants of 
the car had seen nothing on either side but 
the dense forest of spruce and pine towering 























a hundred feet above them. 
Suddenly Art stamped on 
his brakes, and the Chevvy 
slowly rolled to a stop on 
the shoulder of the road. 

“I don’t see any around 
here,” said Priscilla disap- 
pointedly. “All these trees are much too big.” 

“We have to go into the forest about half 
a mile before we find any,” said Art. “All 
the ones near the road have been cut out.” 

“Well, let’s get going,” said Lionel, ex- 
cited at the prospect of a trip into the woods. 
“T'll get the hatchet,” and he reached over 
into the back seat for it. Art turned also, 
and picked up two large blocks of wood 
from the floor. Getting out of the car he 
placed one under each of the rear wheels, 
which were slowly moving backwards. His 
brakes sadly needed attention. 

He then looked cautiously each way along 
the highway, and satisfied that nobody was 
in sight, said, “Come on,” and started toward 
the woods, his young companions following 
him. 

Lionel and Priscilla felt very fortunate in 
being with Art. Art lived next door, and 
was unemployed because of the seasonal 
layoffs. He had told them of free Christmas 





As the car came to the top of the rise, the children saw a police car some distance ahead, with 


red light flashing, stopped beside a pickup with a Christmas tree in it. They would be caught! 
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trees, yours for the taking. Art was not a_ raged in his mind, they reached a group of 
Christian, but in their inexperience the chil- young trees of perfect size—just what they 
dren had not pressed him for any more wanted. 


details of the free-Christmas-tree plan. Had “Now, give me the hatchet,” said Art, and 
they not heard of others going out into the — eased it out of Lionel’s hand. He fell to one 
forests to get trees? knee, pushed back the lower branches of 


Once within the shelter of the trees, Art’s one of the trees, and prepared to make 
caution left him, and he became very talk- his cut. 
ative about his previous visits to the area. “Wait!” cried Lionel, indecision written 
“The Mounties never used to be around plainly on his face. “Don’t, Art! It’s steal- 
in those days,” he complained. “I can’t see ing, isn’t it? I thought you said r 
why they worry about you taking a few little Art paused and looked at the upset boy. 
trees now. If a fellow cut down some of the “Look, kid—what’s the harm of taking two 
big ones and hauled them off, there would _ little trees?” He spoke impatiently. “There's 
be something to get excited about, but when _ millions of them here—two won't be missed. 
you just take a little one——” It’s those people that come in and cut all 
They pressed on over the forest floor. the woods up, and slash down half a dozen 
Lionel kept on walking after Art had spoken, before they get the one they want. But us— 
but confusion was now raging in his mind. we're just going to take two little trees, 
They weren't supposed to be taking the trees. and that’s it.” 
And the police were on the lookout. The boy Then turning, he cut through the base 
had not understood that this was the case of the tree, and did the same with another 
when he had accepted Art’s invitation to alongside. 
“come and get a free Christmas tree up “What if the Mounties catch us with the 
in the woods.” His generous nature had _ trees?” said Priscilla anxiously. “Will we 
prompted him to undertake it as a surprise get into trouble?” 
to his parents, to save them the $1.50 that “Aw, they don’t think anything of it,” 
they had usually spent. And as confusion To page 17 
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By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


The Plant That Shoots Cannon Balls 


wat would you think if you saw a plant 
with a long barrel that moved up and 
down and from side to side and finally aimed 
straight at you—then while it was aiming at 
you shot off a cannon ball right at you so 
fast that you wouldn’t have time to duck? 
You smile and say there isn’t any such plant. 
There is. It is called Pilobolus, and it is re- 
lated to the mushrooms that your mom buys 
at the store. 

Like the mushrooms that we eat, Pilobolus 
is a fungus. It grows on dead things, pre- 
ferring rotten leaves and horse manure. You 
must know what the cannon-ball fungus 
looks like in order to find it. The roots of 
the fungus are intertwined around each other 
under the surface of the material on which 
it is growing. They support the 
peculiar “cannons,” which rise up all 
over the surface. The cannons look 
like a kind of candy sucker on a 
stick. Each cannon is only about 
one-eighth to one-fourth of an inch 
high. The cannon ball, shaped like 
a turnip, rests on the end of the 
cannon. 

Just beneath the cannon ball the 
cannon bulges out like the end of 
a club. At the bottom of this bulge 
is a round, black area. This is the 
automatic gun sight that aims the 
cannon. It is sensitive to light and 
will always cause the fungus to aim 
at the brightest light, which usually 
is the sun. 

You can have fun with the can- 
non-ball fungus by turning an 
empty oatmeal box upside down 
over it, then cutting a hole about 
the size of a pencil in the bottom 
of the box. Place a sheet of thin 


white paper over this hole. Pilobolus will 
aim every one of its cannons at the light 
coming through the paper. A few hours later 
the paper will be covered with the cannon 
balls stuck all over its surface. 

The cannon balls are really packages of 
spores. Spores are “seeds” for the fungus. 
The spore package is held fast to the stem, 
or “cannon,” by a thin skin. As the ends of 
the stems swell up, the skin is stretched until 
it will stretch no more. Then it tears all at 
once and the package of spores is shot out 
for four or five feet, sometimes as far as 
eight feet. 

There are a great many ways that plants 
spread their seeds, but Pilobolus is the only 
one that takes aim and then fires away. 





JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 


Pilobolus, having aimed, lets fire a cannon ball. 


DECEMBER 14, 1955 / 9 








DIRECTED BY JUANITA BYRD 





JANET SAVES THE PARTY 


| owe party’s off,” growled Sue Adams to 
Betty when they met at school Monday 
morning. 

“What do you mean, ‘the party’s off?” 
asked Betty. “It certainly isn’t. Why, we've 
given out all the invitations, and we've 
bought the decorations. We've got to go 
ahead with it now. Besides, all the refresh- 
ments 

“Refreshments! That's just it,” Sue 
groaned. “There aren’t going to be any re- 
freshments.” 

“Of course, there are,” returned Betty. 
“Your mother’s going to make them.” 

“That’s what we all thought.” And Sue 
moaned again. “But she isn’t. She says she’s 
got too much else to do, getting ready for 
all the relatives coming for the holidays.” 

It was Betty's turn to look blue, now. 
“That is bad,” she agreed, and her voice 
sounded almost as tragic as Sue’s. “We can’t 
have a party without refreshments.” 
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As it happened, Janet came past just then. 
“What are you two looking so mournful 
about?” she asked cheerfully. “You look as 
if you had lost your last friend.” 

“Worse than that,” said Sue. “The party's 
off.” 

“No refreshments,” explained Betty. 

They told Janet all about the problem. 
To their surprise she just laughed. “Ha, ha, 
that’s no problem. I was thinking all along 
it was too bad to have to ask Mrs. Adams 
to cook for us, when she has so much else 
to do. We can still have the party.” 

“Well, but, er, how?” stammered Sue. 

“Easy!” said Janet. “Didn’t you read the 
JUNIOR GUIDE you got Sabbath? There were 
all sorts of delicious-looking recipes. Cookies 
and popcorn balls, and all sorts. They’d taste 
scrumptious.” 

“Sure, I saw them,” admitted Betty. 
“But 7 

“Then come over to my house this after- 
noon and I'll ask Mother to let us make some 
of them right in our kitchen. I’m sure she 
won't mind.” 

And so Janet saved the party—and saved 
some mothers a lot of hard work, too. And 
another good thing. They remembered to 
serve the refreshments at the beginning of 
the party instead of at the end, so everyone 
had a good sleep that night when the party 
was over. 

If you're planning a party, why not fol- 
low Janet's idea, and make the refreshments 
yourselves? You may find that the cooking 
turns out to be more fun than the party! 











RAISIN POPCORN BALLS 


1% cups raisins 

344 quarts popped corn 
2 cups sugar 

1\ cups water 

Y, teaspoon salt 

Ya cup light corn syrup 
1 teaspoon vanilla 

12 candy canes 


Rinse raisins, drain and dry thoroughly. 
Place popcorn in shallow pans and heat in 
very slow oven (250 degrees F.) while 
cooking syrup. Combine sugar, water, salt, 
and corn syrup in saucepan, and stir over 
moderate heat until sugar is dissolved. Add 
a few drops of red or green food coloring 
if desired, and boil without stirring to 
light crack stage, when your candy ther- 
mometer reaches 270 degrees F. Add va- 
nilla. Combine popcorn and raisins in large 
greased bow! and slowly pour hot syrup 
over it, tossing until corn is evenly coated. 
Shape quickly into balls with buttered 
hands. Insert candy canes in center of each 
and wrap in waxed paper. Makes about one 
dozen large balls. 
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CANDY APPLES-ON-A-STICK 


8 medium-sized red apples 

2 cups sugar 

2/3 cup light corn syrup 

1 cup water 

Yy teaspoon cinnamon flavoring 

Red pure food colering 
Select crisp, firm, red apples. For the 
sticks use tongue depressors you can buy 
in a drug store. Wash and polish apples; 
remove stems; insert wooden sticks firmly 
in stem ends. Stir sugar, corn syrup and 
water together in medium-sized saucepan 
until sugar almost dissolves. Cover: bring 
slowly to boiling. Remove cover; boil rap- 
idly, without stirring until your candy ther- 
mometer reaches 300 degrees F. During 
cooking wipe sides of pan often with wet 
cheesecloth wrapped around a fork. Add 
flavoring and enough coloring to tint syrup 
bright red; remove from heat; stir until 
blended. Tip saucepan; dip apples, twisting 
in syrup until covered. Let any extra syrup 
on = drain back into saucepan. Work 
quickly, with saucepan over low heat. Place 
coated apples, stick up, on lightly greased 
cooky sheet to harden. 


NATIONAL APPLE wvserzore| / ‘Ti in 


THREE-WAY HOLIDAY COOKIES - 


(For all these cookies you start by mix- 
ing just one kind of dough.) 
BASIC DOUGH: 
cup shortening (part butter or 
margarine) 
cup sugar 
eggs, unbeaten 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
2¥2 cups sifted all-purpose flour 
1 teaspoon salt 
FIRST WAY: 
1/3 cup chopped California walnuts 
SECOND WAY: 
1 square unsweetened chocolate 
1 tablespoon water f 
1/3 cup chopped ay walnuts 
Sugar for dipping glass in 
Walnut halves, sf desired 
THIRD WAY: 
1 teaspoon grated orange rind 
1/3 cup chopped candied fruit | 
V2 cup finely chopped California 
walnuts 
CALIFORNIA FOODS RESEARCH INSTITUTE 
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THE NINE-YEAR-OLD W 


WAS fortunate that Maryamma had two 
older brothers. Every Hindu father wants 
his first child to be a boy, and if a little girl 
arrives first, she is unwanted. There was a 
time in India when little girl babies were 
either thrown into the Ganges River as an 
offering or were left in the jungle for the 
beasts. 

If the first baby is a boy there is a great 
celebration, for the parents are sure that the 
gods are pleased with them. When the father 
dies, a large portion of the son’s hair is 
shaved off and placed in the dead man’s hand 
so that he can show it in the spirit world as 
evidence that he had a son. The spirits will 
take more notice of him if he left a son be- 
hind. 

Most Hindus are cremated when they die. 
There is a moment during the burning when 
the muscles of a dead man contract and the 
body seems to move into a sitting position. 
At that moment the son must be present to 
hit his father over the head to crack the skull 
open to let the spirit out. So, you see, it is 
most important that a Hindu have a son. 

Because Maryamma had two older brothers 
she was welcomed when she was born. Her 
daddy loved her very much—in fact she was 
his little pet. How he enjoyed watching her 
play the simple little Indian games about the 
yard! She was always laughing, it seemed. 

“We should have named you ‘Child of 
Joy,” he said one evening as he held his 
darling in his arms. 

When she was one year old his business 
friends expected the father to start looking 
for a husband for Maryamma, but he didn’t. 
The Hindu custom of marriage is quite dif- 
ferent from ours. The parents arrange a mar- 
riage for their children. The father of the 
girl gives land or money to the father of the 
boy. That is another reason why too many 
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girls in a family are not wanted—it is ex- 
pensive to “buy” a husband. 

When Maryamma was two years of age 
some of the business friends asked the father 
if a marriage had been arranged. When she 
was three they began raising their eyebrows 
a bit. By the time she was five the father 
knew he must do something about it or his 
business friends would have little respect for 
him. 

He finally arranged a marriage with a 
family of his own social 
standing, but the boy was 
much older than Mary- 
amma. Unfortunately the 
home of the boy was hun- 
dreds of miles to the south. 
Maryamma would someday 
live far away from her be- 
loved daddy. 

After the marriage ar- 
rangements were made the 
father settled down to en- 
joy his darling pet, for she 
was only five and he could 
keep her until she was at 
least twelve. When she was 
eight years of age a servant 
from the home of her fu- 
ture husband came to her 
home and talked with her 
father. 

“Her lord is very ill,” the 
servant said. “The parents 
believe that the gods will 
be pleased if his little bride 
comes. Perhaps he will get 
well.” 


Maryamma was made the family 
drudge, hauling water, sweeping 
the yard, despised by everyone. 
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WIDOW 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 


Maryamma’s mother started to cry so 
loudly that the neighbors could hear her. 
“Hush, woman!” the father commanded. 
“A woman has no other duty in the world 
than to come when her lord calls.” 
“But Maryamma is not a woman. She is 
only a little girl, not yet nine years old.” 
Nevertheless, in a few hours wedding gar- 
ments were packed in a little box; wedding 
jewels to be worn in her nose and ears were 
included, and Daddy’s pet was sent to South 








India to be the wife of a very sick young 
man. 

Many tears flowed as the family said 
good-by. Maryamma wasn’t quite sure what 
it was all about but she did understand that 
she and Daddy were being separated. 

At her new home she was welcomed most 
heartily. The mother-in-law made a great 
fuss over the little bride. Nothing was too 
good for her. After all, wasn’t this little bride 
going to save the son’s life! 

The son grew steadily worse and the third 
day after Maryamma arrived her husband 
died, leaving her a widow. She didn’t under- 
stand too much about it but she did under- 
stand that she was now hated by everyone. 
The mother-in-law slapped her, knocked her 
down on the floor and kicked her. 

“You child of the devil! It is because of 
some sin in your former life that my son 
is dead.” And she pushed Maryamma out 
into the courtyard. 

Poor Maryamma didn’t know she had 
had a former life! She knew she wanted 
To page 20 




















Mammals That Eat Meat 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


Answering question 4: (part one) Name one or more species in each 
of the following orders, and know something of their habits: Carnivora. 


MV HONOR = Qur God is a God of order. 


In His creation there was 
system and for this reason it 
can all be classified into sim- 
ilar and related groups. Know- 
ing that all mammals would 
need certain organs and body 
structures He made them similar in that re- 
spect. Knowing also that they would not all 
live in the same places or eat the same food 
He made each one a bit different from the 
rest to suit its needs as a different species. 
For example, the whales and seals in the 
water needed different equipment from what 
the monkeys in the trees needed. 

Zoologists (the scientists who study ani- 
mal life) have divided the mammals into 
about thirty groups called orders. We will 
study a few in this series. These orders are 
divided into families, the families into gen- 
era, and the genera into species. For ex- 
ample, the red fox is a mammal in the order 
Carnivora, family Canidae, genera Vulpes, 
and species fulva. Its scientific name is Vul- 
pes fulva. Counting all the species and sub- 
species of mammals in the world the number 
runs to many thousands. 





IN MAMMALS 
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Though we know that man was made in 
the image of God to be lord of creation, he 
is definitely a mammal and belongs to the 
order of Primates. This group includes the 
apes, monkeys, and lemures. Man has more 
similarities to these mammals than to most 
others though that does not establish a rela- 
tionship. 

The order Carnivora will be discussed in 
the rest of this article. It includes the flesh- 
eating mammals. The dog belongs to the 
family Canidae. As we have already noticed 
the fox belongs to it, too. The wolf, coyote, 
and jackal are also members. You will notice 
at once that all these animals have some re- 
semblance to one another. 

There is a general resemblance among all 
the Carnivora to one another. Look into 
the mouth of your dog and cat (if they will 
let you) and you will see the teeth are much 
the same. The front teeth are small, the 
canine teeth are long and sharp for holding 
and tearing meat, and the molars are pointed 
for cutting rather than grinding. 

The animals in this group eat not only 
meat but also a lot of vegetarian food. Coy- 
otes and foxes eat fruit in season. When 
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very hungry, coyotes will eat almost any- 
thing, even rubber tires. Many of the carni- 
vores also eat large quantities of insects. 
Their teeth, stomach, and short digestive 
tract, however, show that they are suited to 
a meat diet. They tear the meat and swallow 
it in large chunks. Their strong digestive 
juices do the rest. 

The raccoon family is also in this order. 
It includes the raccoon, ringtail, coati-mundi, 
and the pandas. The animals in this family 
are omnivorous, which means that they eat a 
large variety of food. The pandas, however, 
are almost entirely vegetarian. The greater 
panda lives altogether on bamboo leaves. 
The main diet of the raccoon is crayfish, the 
ringtail lives largely on wood rats and the 
coati on lizards. 

The bears are the next family in this order. 
In America there are the black bear, the 
grizzly, the Alaska brown bear, and the polar 
bear. The first three eat 
a large variety of food, 
the polar bear eats only 
meat. It seems odd to 
see a bear grazing like 
a cow, but the black and 
the grizzly eat a lot of 
grass. The polar bear 
finds very little vegeta- 
tion in his part of the 
country and eats seals, 
young walrus, and fish. 

There are several 
other bears in the world. 
The sloth of India is a 
long-haired little bear 
with an unusually long 
lower lip. It lives mainly 
on termites, which it 
sucks out of their holes. 
It is also fond of fruit, 
flowers, insects and, like 
other bears, loves honey. 

The spectacled bear 
lives in the northern 
part of South America. 
It has white marks 
around its eyes that look 
like spectacles. A small 
bear, it lives mostly on 
fruits and young leaves. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 
This howling wolf belongs to 


the carnivore order. Notice 
long canine teeth in skull. 


The sun bear of Southern Asia is a small, 
short-haired fellow. It lives in the dense 
jungles. The name comes from a white 
crescent on its chest that looks like the rays 
of the sun. The young of this species are 
exceptionally playtul. Pokey, the hero of Mrs. 
Ethel Neft's book of that name, was a sun 
bear. 

Next follows the weasel family. It in- 
cludes also the mink, fisher, marten, skunk, 
badger, wolverine, otter, and sea otter. These 
are more strictly meat eaters than the bears. 
Some have remarkably fine furs. The sea 
otter is the largest, up to five feet long, and 
the least weasel is the smallest with a length 
of seven or eight inches. These animals are 
short-legged, long-bodied and most of them 
run by arching the body to bring the hind 
feet forward. 

Martens live largely on squirrels. They and 
the fishers are quite at home in the trees. The 











mink catches more fish than the fisher, which 
is really misnamed. River otters live on cray- 
fish and sea otters on shellfish. All of this 
group have musk glands, but only the skunk 
can spray the scent any distance. 

The cats are typical carnivores. They come 
in a variety of sizes from lions and tigers 
to housecats. The distinctive characteristics 
of this family are short faces, lithe bodies and 
sharp, retractile claws. I will not say much 
about them since they have recently been 
covered in a series such as this. 

Two other small families not represented 
in America are the mongooses and the hy- 
enas. The mongoose is as greatly appreciated 
for killing snakes as the hyena is despised for 
thievery and treachery. 

Another group that we might not think of 
as belonging to this order is that of the seals. 
They are divided into three families; the 
eared seals or sea lions, the hair seals, and 
the walruses. They live largely on fish and 
shellfish. These animals hardly seem like 
mammals since they live so much in the 
water, but they are actually very little dif- 
ferent from the sea otters. Their flippers are 
modified legs with toes and claws on them, 
and their faces and teeth look much like 
those of the dog family. 


Shut Out of Home 
From page 3 


“Listen, Nita,” I said. “You can read my 
Bible all you like, and when you like, and 
you don’t need to apologize.” 

Then I remembered a new Bible some- 
one had given me, and taking a pen I wrote 
on the flyleaf, “May this Book guide your 
life from this world of sin to a place in 
heaven at last!” and I gave it to her. 

From then on Nita came to meeting every 
night. She began to come under conviction, 
and her aunt with whom she lived began 
to worry because she was so interested in 
the Bible. 

Sabbath afternoon came. I made a call, 
inviting everyone to surrender their heart 
to Jesus. Down to the front came Nita to 
become a Seventh-day Adventist. Bravely 
she went home and told her aunt of her 
decision. 

Things began to fly. The aunt went into 
a rage of temper thinking of her niece leav- 
ing the old church. In her fury she gathered 
up all Nita’s belongings. Then, yelling and 
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screaming till the whole neighborhood gath- 
ered, she hurled the girl’s few belongings 
into the yard and slammed the door. 

Sadly, yet bravely, Nita gathered all to- 
gether, filling one old suitcase and a card- 
board carton. And an Adventist neighbor, 
Mrs. Mallari, took her in till a missionary 
family could make room for her. 

Then the grandmother sent for her, saying 
she was dying. Really, she had made this up 
just to frighten the girl into leaving town, 
to get her away from the Adventist meetings. 
Pastor R. M. Turner urged her to stay for 
the baptism. And, you know, that grand- 
mother didn’t die at all as she'd said she 
would! 

Weeks passed, and every day seemed to 
prove Nita a true Christian. At last the day 
came when we had to leave Manila. Several 
joined in giving money to Nita to help her 
go to Philippine Union College. And the 
day after we left, off to the college she went. 

Weeks passed, and one day that aunt ap- 
peared again. She gathered all Nita’s pos- 
sessions from her room in the dormitory, 
taking them out and loading them into her 
jeep. “Now,” she said, “I have all you've got.” 
(She failed to get her Bible and her tooth- 
brush.) “Will you get in the jeep and go 
with me and leave this place?” 

Quietly, firmly, sadly, Nita replied, “I can- 
not go back.” 

That night at worship each of the girls 
gave something, and in a little while they 
had made up enough for her to continue 
at school. 

Later more troubles came. She ran out of 
money. Relatives became sick and begged 
her to come home. She weakened and went, 
and for a little while almost lost her hold on 
the truth. 

Months passed. Finally this most encour- 
aging reply came to our last letter. “The 
past months have been very discouraging. 
My people have destroyed my Bible. Because 
of the opposition of relatives I have weak- 
ened some and failed God. But He has 
helped me to find my way again. 

“You will be glad to know that I am now 
in the colporteur work. Pray for me that I 
may be successful. Above all, I am deter- 
mined not to fail God again. I will be true to 
Him from now on no matter what may 
come.” 

Do pray, won't you, that Nita may yet 
go back to college. She has given her all 
for Jesus. 
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Janet Saves the Party 
From page 11 


Basic Dough: Cream shortening and sugar together thor- 
oughly. Add eggs, one at a time, and beat thoroughly 
after each. Blend in vanilla. Sift flour and salt together 
and mix into creamed mixture. Divide dough into thirds. 


First Way: Mix walnuts into one third of dough and shape 
into a roll. Wrap in waxed paper and chill overnight or 
several hours. Cat into thin slices and place on lightly 
greased baking sheet. Bake in moderately hot oven (375 
degrees F.) 10 to 12 minutes. 


Second Way: Melt chocolate over hot water and mix into 
one third of dough. Blend in water and chopped walnuts. 
Drop by teaspoonfuls onto greased baking sheet. Flatten 
with bottom of glass dipped in sugar. Top part of cookies 
with walnut halves, if desired. Bake in moderately hot 
oven (375 degrees F.) 10 to 12 minutes. 

Third Way: Blend rind and candied fruits into remaining 
dough. Shape into small balls about size of a walnut and 
roll in finely chopped walnuts. Chill. Bake in moderately 
hot oven (375 degrees F.) 15 to 18 minutes. Makes about 
6 dozen cookies (2 dozen of each kind). 





The Christmas Trees That 
Never Died 


From page 8 


said Art casually. “You just say you didn’t 
know about any laws, and they give you 
a lecture and tell you not to do it again. 
Here, Lionel, grab the tops of these trees, 
and I'll carry the bottoms.” 

Thus loaded they struggled down to the 
car. Carried away by the nonchalance of their 
worldly-wise companion, they unwillingly 
carried on with the plan. But gone was their 
joy of accomplishment. Instead they were 
thoroughly frightened by the knowledge that 
they were violating the law. 

Reaching the car, they loaded the trees in- 
side. But it was impossible to conceal them. 
They filled the back seat and their tops pro- 
truded out the window on each side. Re- 
moving the blocks, Art turned the car 
around, and thus loaded, started back the 
way they had come. 

The route on which they were traveling 
was typical of the scenic beauty of the North- 
west. The road was like a great slice cut out 
of the forest, and periodically it would wind 
a serpentine way along the side of a moun- 
tain, and then plunge into a canyon or rise 
to a summit. The beauty of the view was 
lost on Lionel and his young sister. A mur- 
derer could have felt no more guilty than 
these youngsters who had been trained to be 
always strictly honest and aboveboard. 


The sky had been overcast all day, and 
now a light rain began to fall. Art set the 
wipers going, but like a lot of other things 
on the car, they didn’t work too well. 

They had been traveling only a few min- 
utes and had just surmounted a summit, 
when suddenly Art gave a muffled grunt and 
slammed on the brakes. When the car finally 
stopped, Art sat looking intently ahead, bit- 
ing his lips with nervousness. Following his 
gaze, Lionel and Priscilla saw two cars pulled 
off the road about half a mile away, one of 
them an RCMP patrol car, red light flash- 
ing. The other car was a pickup, in the back 
of which was a large tree. 

“It’s the Mounties,” said Lionel. 

“Oh, Art,” squealed Priscilla. “Throw the 
trees out. Please!” And had they been able 
to read the future, they would have indeed 
cast the trees from the car, and driven for 
home as rapidly as the old Chevvy and safety 
would have allowed. 

Art made no reply. Silently he turned the 
car around and sped back the way they had 
come. Even as they did so, the police car 
left the pickup and started along the road 
behind them. 

Suddenly there was a break ahead in the 
thick forest belting the road on either side. 
Hardly slowing down, Art shot off the as- 
phalt in a shower of mud and stones, and 
plunged the car into a narrow earth road, 
hardly wide enough for the car to pass. 
Petrified, Lionel and Priscilla could only hold 
on while the car swayed and lurched and 
bumped along. 

Art gave a short laugh. “Exciting, huh? 
Just as well I spotted them from the top 
of the rise. We were nearly done for.” He 
grated the car into second gear as they 
started the climb. “We'll go for a little joy- 
ride along this trail until I find a place 
to turn. That'll give the Mounties time to 
pass us by, and then we'll zip off home, and 
hope we don’t run into any more of them. 
Whoops, come on, Emma,” he appealed to 
the car as it skidded in its upward progress. 
The earth road, already soaked by the rain, 
was soft, and while the rain had not been 
falling long enough to make the road im- 
passable, Art realized that to spend too much 
time on their little “joyride,” as he put it, 
would be extremely hazardous. 

“We'll turn around in a bit,” he said 
again jauntily. But as the road climbed 
higher and higher and no wide turning 
places appeared, Art began to worry just a 
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RACKY, by May Lemmon 


A teacher's pet that was always in good and regular standing 
with the pupils. This story of a cuddlesome little raccoon is 
an outstanding animal tale. Illustrated by Harry Baerg. Cloth- 
bound. Price, $2.00 
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RINGTAIL, by Paul S. Haughey 


Besides the absorbing story of Ringtail, the raccoon, there are 
fifteen other fascinating stories for boys and girls—Frisky, the 
college squirrel; Badgie, the bachelor; and all the interesting 
animal friends of the Haughey family. Get your copy and get 
acquainted with them all. Illustrated by Clyde N. Provonsha. 


Price, $2.00 
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little, although he did not show it. Occasion- 
ally there was a small passing place, but with 
his defunct brakes, he knew he needed a 
reasonably wide and flat section in which 
to make the turn. And as the road wound 
up around the mountainside, through the 
mist of rain, there rose into view the dense 
pine forest that surrounded them on every 
side, and stretched back as far as the eye 
could see. To their right, the mountain fell 
away in a steep decline. The road was evi- 
dently not used much, for there were great 
channels gouged out by rain running across 
its width from time to time, and the Chevvy 
bumped over them with bone-jarring force. 
“If I don’t get out of here soon, I'll break 
an axle!” Art thought to himself. 

He gritted his teeth firmly, and peered 
more intently through the misty rain ahead. 
As if to mock him, the rain now began to 
increase, making it very difficult to see, and 
a deep twilight settled over the hills. Pris- 
cilla huddled up against her brother, her eyes 
wide with tension. And as they climbed on, 
Lionel felt her shiver. The old heater in 
the car was beginning to lose its battle with 
the falling temperature outside. 

And still they climbed on. Grunnn-n-n-ch. 
Art slammed the car into low gear to make 
a stiff pull. And then the cold finger of fear 
touched his heart. It was beginning to snow! 
Soon the sharp rattle of the stones against 
the fenders was muffled, and the wheels 
began to lose traction here and there. 

His bravado ebbing fast, Art spoke 
quietly. “Listen, Lionel. We've got to get 
this car turned around and in a hurry or 
else we'll be in trouble. Snow and ice will 
be the end of us going down. I’m going to 
turn at the next passing place, but you and 
Prissy will have to get out and put rocks 
under the wheels, or else we'll go over the 
edge.” 

It seemed an eternity before the next pass- 
ing place came. Art stopped the car, let the 
children out into the bitter cold, and then 
eased forward and backward again and again 
while they dropped and picked up the stones 
at his command. 

The burden of anxiety seemed to lift when 
they got the car turned. The youngsters 
tumbled back in shaking the snow from 
their clothes with chilled hands, but laughing 
half-hysterically at the knowledge that now 
they were on their way back. Art set his jaws 
without smiling, knowing the hazards be- 
fore him with his bad brakes. If only they 


hadn’t run into rain or snow! Keeping the 
car in gear all the way down would have 
made it easy. But anything could happen 
with this steep road being so slippery. The 
children somehow sensed Art's fears, and 
their exuberance died. 

“How long will it be before we get to 
the highway?” Lionel asked. “We want to 
get home. Our Mum and Dad'll be having 
fits about us.” 

“About twenty minutes, if we stay on the 
road,” muttered Art. He bent to turn the 
headlights on. “I sure wish it wasn’t getting 
so dark.” 

And so huddled together in the front seat, 
in silence, and with eyes wide and faces 
tense, they ground down and around the 
curves in low gear, drawing in hissing 
breaths whenever they felt the wheels slide 
under them. 

They successfully negotiated the first mile 
of the downward way, but then the end came 
suddenly and irresistibly. The car began to 
slip sideways, fortunately toward the side 
of the mountain. Art fought with the wheel, 
but to no avail. There was a wrenching 
thump, and one of the back wheels fell into 
a deep gutter, clear to the axle. 

They sat there looking at one another for 
a moment, their faces white. Art revved the 
engine, and attempted to get out of the 
ditch, but the wheels only spun. He let the 
engine idle to keep the heater going, and 
then without a word climbed out and walked 
around the car a couple of times. When he 
got back in, he avoided their gaze. “Here 
we are—to stay,” he muttered. 

“What do we do now?” asked Lionel, 
faintly. 

(To be continued ) 


Furaha—Child of the Jungle 
From page 5 


wife’s conduct, but he could think of noth- 
ing to say. He had never thought of Mnara 
being sick. She had always seemed so well 
and strong. 

Mnara prepared the food for her husband 
and fed Furaha some rice, but she could not 
eat herself. She could think of no reason 
why she should eat, for she had no desire to 
live. She kept away from Karuru as much as 
possible. She did not want him to ask any 
more questions. 
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After building up the fire in the center 
of the hut, she lay down on her mat and 
pretended to sleep, but her tormented mind 
gave her no rest. 

“Why didn’t I do it?” she asked herself. 
“Why didn’t I feed her to the hyenas as 
soon as she was born?” 

When Karuru had eaten his meal he 
spread out his mat on the other side of the 
hut. He stretched out on it keeping his feet 
toward the fire. It was hard for him to sleep 
knowing that his wife was sick, but there 
was nothing for him to do. In time he fell 
asleep. 

Mnara must have fallen asleep too, for in 
the night, she awoke with a piercing scream. 
Karuru leaped to his feet and reached for 
his spear. A leopard must have gotten into 
the hut! 

He felt for the door and found it tightly 
shut. Furaha awoke and began crying hyster- 
ically. The startled husband threw some 
chips on the fire to make some light. 

“What has happened?” he demanded. 

Mnara was now holding the baby close 
to her and crying freely. “My baby,” she 
sobbed. “I saw her falling from the cliff. 
My baby, my baby!” 

“What foolishness is this?” chided Karuru. 
“Your baby is not falling from a cliff. She 
is safe and sound. You are safe in our 
hut. The baby is in your arms. Truly you 
must have the fever burning in you!” 

“Karuru, I do not have the fever. It is 
true that I have had a dream, but it is more 
than a dream. I have seen what must happen 
to Furaha. This morning while I was hoeing 
in the corn I felt a tooth coming in on her 
upper gum. There are no teeth coming in 
on the lower gum. That is why I have been 
sick. I am afraid for my baby. She is be- 
witched! The evil spirits are in her, but I 
love her too much. I cannot have her thrown 
away. I cannot, I cannot! What shall we do?” 
She sobbed as though nothing could com- 
fort her. 

The tragic news was a terrible surprise 
to Karuru. He had never thought of such 
a thing. For some time he could find nothing 
to say. He could only groan in pain and 
misery. But as the shock of the discovery 
wore off, his anger mounted. He spoke 
quietly, but with a firmness and finality that 
only added to Mnara’s terror. 

“You have yourself to blame. You knew 
that the child was cursed from the begin- 
ning, yet you were determined to keep it. 
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You knew better than to listen to that 
Christian trouble-bringer, Raphaeli. Yet you 
did listen to him! You even let him speak 
to his God about us. You say that he blessed 
Furaha? Blessed her indeed! Are not the 
spirits now angry with us? Why have I 
been so cursed? What have I not done to 
please the gods? You, Mnara, you have 
brought me nothing but trouble since the 
day of our marriage, only trouble. It is no 
use to fight the gods.” 

The distressed father could say no more. 
The poor mother continued to sob hyster- 
ically. Neither slept. 

As the hours went painfully by Karuru 
ceased not to bemoan his fate. Why should 
people who were strong and healthy have 
such trouble? Were the spirits never satis- 
fied? Would they never get enough blood? 

Cold air was coming in under the eaves. 
The weary father arose to stir the fire. The 
light that blazed up cast a warm glow 
throughout the hut. Karuru looked at his 
exhausted wife and then into the face of 
his little daughter sleeping peacefully by 
her side. He could not take his eyes from 
the pretty little face. 

As the troubled man looked at his sleep- 
ing daughter, something happened inside 
him. A power stronger than he had ever 
known surged through his heart, the power 
of a father’s love. 

“I must save her!” he whispered. “I must, 
and I will! I cannot lose her!” The plan that 
took shape in that father’s thinking was 
almost too incredible to believe. 


(To be continued) 


The Nine-Year-Old Widow 
From page 13 


Daddy. Never before had she been mis- 
treated. Where was Daddy? 

The wedding jewels were taken from her, 
the barber shaved off her beautiful long hair. 
Her clothes were exchanged for a cloth tied 
around her waist and hips. Everyone who 
saw her would know that she was a cursed 
widow and would misuse her accordingly. 

She was not allowed to go into the house 
again but slept on a mat in the cookhouse. 
She became the family drudge, drawing buck- 
ets of water in the early morning, sweeping 
the courtyard, and cooking the rice. 

One of her duties was to prepare fuel for 
cooking. There is very little wood in India 











and so they used dried cow dung to 
burn. Maryamma gathered cow dung, made 
it into thin “cakes,” and threw them against 
the side of the kitchen wall to dry. Each 
of the cow-dung cakes held the imprint of 
two little hands. 

The most difficult part of it all was the 
abuse of everyone who came into her pres- 
ence, She was mistreated by everyone. One 
day after many months, she could take no 
more mistreatment and she cried out, “Ill 
jump in the well and drown myself!” 

The mother-in-law caught her by the wrist 
and said, “So you would spoil our drinking 
water, would you!” and she held the little 
hand in the boiling water until Maryamma 
was at the point of fainting. No she would 
not spoil their drinking water. 

A few mornings later the family did not 
find the bath water ready, nor the courtyard 
swept. They looked in the well too, but 
there was no Maryamma to be found. She 
was down at the river worshiping the sun. 
Three times she dipped water in her hand 
and offered it to the sun, turning completely 
around in the water with each offering. 
When she arrived back in the courtyard she 
was not afraid when the mother-in-law 
shouted, “Where have you been?” 

“I have been to the river to do puja to 
the sun. Today I will commit suttee.” 

Could the mother-in-law believe her ears? 
Would this little girl have courage to be 
burned alive? She looked straight into the 
sad little face and knew that Maryamma 
meant what she said. 

Now there was great joy. The beautiful 
clothes were brought out, the wedding jewels 
were put on. Today the little widow would 
join the husband in the spirit world to be 
his slave. 

The servants made a platform of bamboo 
poles on which Maryamma would sit as she 
was carried to the place near the river for 
the ceremony. The cow-dung cakes with the 
little hand prints on them were gathered in 
baskets for the fire. One servant went to the 


market place for a large tin of kerosene, but 
he was careful not to tell what it was to be 
used for. If the police heard about it there 
would be no suttee. 

During all of the rush and excitement 
Maryamma stood quietly to one side staring 
straight ahead. Where was Daddy? Where 
was Daddy? Her lips were pressed hard to- 
gether. 

Then the procession to the river. Sitting 
on the decorated platform carried on the 
shoulders of four men Maryamma looked 
like a little goddess. 

At the river’s edge a hired band of four 
men stood by to do their part in the cere- 
mony. Two men had little drums and the 
other two had brass pieces to be struck to- 
gether. 

The little widow stood to one side, the 
center of all eyes. Her pretty clothes and the 
jewels had been removed. The kerosene was 
poured over the heaps of fuel and a servant 
stood by waiting for Maryamma to raise her 
blistered hand as a signal to light the fire. 

The mother-in-law did not take her eyes 
from the little girl’s face. Did the child have 
courage? The little brain was almost numb 
with fear. Oh, where was Daddy? If only 
she could reach him. But, no, this was the 
only way she could end her miserable ex- 
istence. The blistered right hand was raised 
—the servant touched the lighted torch to 
the heap. The flames leaped high. Those who 
watched saw two little hands clenched tight; 
then there was a sob and one word, 
“DADDY!” 

As Maryamma leaped into the burning 
mass the hired band played to drown the 
cries of a little Hindu girl who had gone 
to her death without knowing Jesus. 

What are you doing to help stop these 
dreadful things? 








COVER PICTURE by Edward Zychal. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by 
John Gourley. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


XIIl—Angels That Help in the Preaching of the Gospel 


(DECEMBER 24) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Luke 15:7, 10; 
Revelation 14:6-12. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “After these 
things I saw another angel come down from 
heaven, having great power; and the earth was 
lightened with his glory” (Revelation 18:1). 


Guiding Thought 


“One part of the ministry of heavenly angels 
is to visit our world and oversee the work of 
the Lord in the hands of His stewards... . 
The very angels who, when Satan was seek- 
ing the supremacy, fought the battle in the 
heavenly courts, and triumphed on the side of 
God; the very angels who shouted for joy over 
the creation of our world and its sinless in- 
habitants; the angels who witnessed the fall 
of man and his expulsion from his Eden home 
—these very heavenly messengers are most in- 
tensely interested to work in union with the 
fallen, redeemed race for the salvation of hu- 
man beings rishing in their sins.”—Testi- 
monies, vol. 6, p. 456. 


SUNDAY 


The Gospel for All the World 


1. Find Matthew 24:14. What did Christ say 
must take place before the end of the world? 

2. Find Matthew 28:19, 20. What promise of 
help for the preaching of the gospel did Jesus 
give us? 

NoTgE.—‘In this work all the angels of 
heaven are ready to co-operate. All the re- 
sources of heaven are at the command of those 
who are seeking to save the lost. Angels will 
help you to reach the most careless and the 
most hardened.”—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 
197. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 297. 
MONDAY 
Angels Rejoice When Men Are Saved 


3. Find Hebrews 1:13, 14. To whom are the 
angels especially sent to give help? 
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4. Find Luke 15:7, 10. What did Jesus say 
was a cause of great rejoicing among the angels 
in heaven? 


NOTE.—'‘‘When sinners are led to give them- 
selves to the Saviour, angels bear the tidings 
heavenward, and there is great rejoicing among 
the heavenly host. ‘Joy shall be in heaven over 
one sinner that repenteth, more than over ninety 
and nine just persons, which need no repent- 
ance. A report is borne to heaven of every 
successful effort on our part to dispel the dark- 
ness and to spread abroad the knowledge of 
Christ. As the deed is recounted before the Fa- 
ther, joy thrills through all the heavenly host.” 
—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 154. 


TUESDAY 
The Angel With the Judgment Warning 


5. Find Revelation 14:6, first part. Whom 
did John see flying through the heavens in one 
of his visions? 

6. Read verse 6, second part. What did this 
angel have with him, and for whom was it 
intended? 

7. Read verse 7. What was his message for 
all people of every nation and language? 

NOTE.—‘“The fact that an angel is said to 
be the herald of this warning, is significant. By 
the purity, the glory, and the power of the 
heavenly messenger, divine wisdom has been 
pleased to represent the exalted character of the 
work to be accomplished by the message, and 
the power and glory that were to attend it. And 
the angel’s flight ‘in the midst of heaven,’ the 
‘loud voice’ with which the warning is uttered, 
and its promulgation to all ‘that dwell on the 
earth,—'to every nation, and kindred, and 
tongue, and people,—give evidence of the ra- 
pidity and world-wide extent of the movement.” 
—The Great Controversy, p. 355. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p: 321, pats. 2, 3: p. 512, per. 1. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Second Angel and His Message 
8. Find Revelation 14:8. After he had seen 




















the first angel with his message, who caught 
the attention of John the revelator, and what 
message did he bear? 

NOTE.—Babylon is the name given to the 
false church—the church that does not remain 
true to the commandments of God, but puts 
other commandments and traditions in the place 
of the Word of God. 

9. Find Revelation 18:1, 2. What message did 
another angel bring concerning Babylon? 

10. Read verses 4 and 5. What warning did 
“another voice from heaven” give the inhabit- 
ants of the world in the last days? 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
a. 381, par. 1; p.. 382, par. 3. 


THURSDAY 
The Third Angel and His Message 


11. Find Revelation 14:9-11. What warning 
did the third angel that John saw flying through 
the heavens bring? 


NOTE.—This warning is given to those who 
adhere to the teachings and doctrines of Babylon, 
the false church, and those who imitate her 
doctrines. The angel’s message is a warning to 


John saw three pow- 
erful angels flying in 
heaven, carrying the 
last messages to be 
preached to the world 


before Jesus returns. 
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leave the false church and escape the judgment 
coming to men. 


12. Read verse 12. What did the angel say 
about the members of the true church? 


For further reading: Early Writings, p. 277. 
FRIDAY 


REVIEW OF THE LESSON 


FILL IN THE MISSING WORDS: 

“Ate is... CE Gee ... shall be 
preached in all the world for a witness unto all 
nations; and then shall the come.” 

Who said this? 

“There is joy in the presence of the 
of God over one that repenteth.” 

Who said this? 

“Fear God, and give glory to him; for the 


hour of his _. is come.” 
Who said this? 
“Babylon is: ........, & ........,, that great 


city.’ 

Who said this? 

“Here is the patience of the saints: 
are they that keep the of God 
“eae of Jesus.” 


here 
, and 
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1. It was a pack of hunting dogs that Flyer had 
heard. They were on her trail and soon she was 
fleeing for her life before them. 2. Ordinarily she 
was far swifter than the dogs, but Joey's weight tired 
her. When she came to a convenient bush she tossed 


him out of her pouch into it. 3. Now she could 
go faster. She was not at her best, though, be- 
cause she had been feeding Joey as well as her- 
self, and after running for several hours she 
became tired and the dogs began to gain on her. 

















4. It was just at this time that Boomer sensed 
trouble and came to her rescue. The chase had led 
near his sleeping place and had wakened him. Now he 
cut in between her and the dogs and led them on his 
trail instead. 5. This gave the tired mother a 





much-needed rest and a chance to rescue her little 
Joey. 6. Flyer remembered the bush where she had 
left him. When she came near and called, the little 
fellow hopped out and jumped into her pouch again. 
He had obediently stayed just where she had left him. 


























7. With her little one safe again, Flyer hopped 
away from the noise of the baying dogs to rest and 
feed once more. She was sure her mate would be able 
to handle the dogs. 8. Boomer, fresh from a nap, 
led the tired dogs a merry chase over the hills and 
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through the woods. He was enjoying it and had 
little trouble staying ahead at first. 9. But the dogs 
were a special breed of rough-haired greyhounds 
that were used to hunting kangaroos, and by eve- 
ning Boomer was tired and willing to end the chase. 








